A fitter time to yield to thy sad fate
Than while this spirit lives that can relate
Thy worth so well to our last nephew's eyne.
That they shall wonder both at his and thine*
Admired match! where strives in mutual grace
The cunning pencil and the comely face;
A task which thy fair goodness made too much
For the bold pride of vulgar pens to touch.
Enough it is to praise them that praise thee,
And say that but enough those praises be.
Which, hadst thou liv'd, had hid their fearful head
From th'angry checkings of thy modest red.
Death bars reward and shame; when envy's gone
And gain, 'tis safe to give the dead their own:
As then the wise Egyptians wont to lay
More on their tombs than houses, these of clay,
But those of brass or marble were; so we
Give more unto thy ghost than unto thee.
Yet what we give to thee thou gav'st to us,
And may'st but thank thyself for being thus:
Yet what thou gav'st and wert, O happy maid I
Thy grace proless'd all due where 'tis repaid.
So these high songs that to thee suited been,
Serve but to sound thy Maker's praise and thine.